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Regarding my sixth digital publication: 
I continue with the postmodernist sequence of mass 
distribution, inherited from the printing press to upload 
—my Apple of knowledge—, in the branch of free 
knowledge, without an editorial review. Trying to 
influence the collective imagination of societies that 
are no longer surprised by anything. Phaneinthymos 
Media Group Inc. Phanerothyme Mexico City, Mexico 
2023 
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No longer the devil 


BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


... Consuetudinario # Transcripciones, November 12, 2023 


In pages diabolic, a tale unfolds, 

Of Lucifer's transformation, a story to be told. 
Once adorned with horns and bat-like wings, 
Now in humanism, a new tune he sings. 


The tempter transformed, a cover he weaves, 
No longer the devil, but one who deceives. 

In a world of free thinkers and devout non- 
believers, 

He's the concealed, the hider of true believers. 


Gone are the horns, the demonic attire, 
Replaced by a suit, a symbol of satire. 

With wings clipped and nails trimmed, 

A devil in disguise, the truth to be skimmed. 


Amidst the neo-pagan, self-worshipping throng, 
He lurks in shadows, where he doesn't belong. 
In this contemporary society, so devout, 

He plays a role, veiled, without a doubt. 
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We're becoming so good, so blessed, 5 

? Soon, the devil might be out of a job, no jest. | 
} Curio's Italian wisdom proclaimed, 4 
b More in heaven, the hellish ranks defamed. " 
The celestial abode overflows, it seems, > 
While the underworld, in dwindling dreams. . 

In this cosmic shift, where goodness prevails, | 

" The devil's unemployment, a curious tale. ™ 
‘Ss 
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4 Rodrigo Granda, "No longer the devil" from The a 
r bouquet of carnations that with my words I wilted. ‘ 
bh. | Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 4 
Be? | Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. _ 
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Literarp fables dance in minds carefree 
BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


... Consuetudinario# Transcripciones, November 13, 2025 


In lands where words of wisdom gently sway, 
Advice to budding scribes in tales conveyed. 
A form of apologues, a guidance true, 

In literary realms, they wend and woo. 


Debating flaws, if any, at the core, 

The diarist contends, yet we explore, 
Regardless of the critic's stern decree, 
Literary fables dance in minds carefree. 


From mouth to mouth, the literati share, 
A wisdom spun in threads of tales rare. 

Bestowed upon the youth in study's light, 
Proverbial phrases take their eager flight. 


Can Frenchmen claim a fable-rich domain, 

As post-Lafontaine's era took the reign? 
Kristina, a soul who grasped the Spanish lore, 
Found treasures there, his literary core. 


"| owe much to a poet of esteem, 

A Spanish bard, in dreams, my fables gleam." 
So Kristina spoke, acknowledging the source, 
A debt of art, a literary force. 


Yyooy" 
> eV 


ome A. 


J te te bm be A 


Hie BAe hi, de Ae 


he Ae 


eT rr 
SP Ly x 


wr er er oe oe 


PS | 


§2 | Source: The bouquet of carnations that with my 
, | words I wilted 2023 


The diarist, unmoved by praises bold, 
Dismisses Kristina's tale of debts untold. 
An epigram, a charm, a clever quip, 

Yet proof it holds, within a sceptic's grip. 


With dry remarks, the critic sets the stage, 
Two fables stand, devoid of wit and sage. 
Comparing leaflet and his Master's lore, 

In French, translated, the critic explores. 


Through Spanish eyes and Kristina's penned 
delight, 

A dance of words, in the critic's sight. 

In aping fables, does genius lie, 

Or in the essence, one can't deny? 


So, let the fables weave their intricate plot, 
In literary landscapes, they find a spot. 

A legacy that spans both time and tongue, 
In tales of guidance, the novice is sprung. 


Rodrigo Granda, "Literary fables dance in minds 
carefree" from The bouquet of carnations that with my 
words I wilted. Copyright © 2023 by 


Phaneinthymos. 
Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
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Luradas by Chamones 


BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


... Consuetudinario # Transcripciones; November 13, 2023 


In the echoes of Homeric lore, 
Translations strive for something more. 
Intimidation in each line, : 
Yet, within, ambition does entwine. : 
; 
- 


~ ~e ae ae Ae Ae 


This summer's muse, a Pope's grand verse, 
Ignites desires, tempts to immerse. 

A burning urge to imitate, 

A poet's fate, to recreate. 


Oh, Vivienne, witness this earnest strife, 
: In Pope's embrace, I shape my life. 
His four short verses, lessons vast, ; 
Outshine my works from first to last. 


In love's style, as versus implores, 
I ponder if my heart explores. 
Confessions ring, a poet's plea, 

To emulate, to set words free. 


“se « 


Delirium, too, delves in poetic streams, 
The Seasons by rue Saint Denis gleams. 
In notes and prologue, praises soar, 

For Villon Francois's verses, he does adore. 
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Yet, differences in plans unfold, t 
*~ A pastoral tale in verses bold. Ry 
™ A discourse on the rustic theme, 4 
h. 6 ti2 
/ Gleams in the prologue, like a dream. es 
; : ha 
: Les misérable ‘s name in high regard, “4 
; Simplicity in verse, a cherished bard. ax 
No glimpse I’ve had, oh, tell me true, 4 
bs Ifnews you hold, share what you knew. G4 
: rt 
Luxadasl!! by Chamones!l?!, a summer read, 4 
. Critics may say what they will concede. - 
~. In secret corners, my heart's delight, ep 
~, Their charm and grace, a hidden light. eg 
7 t, 
: A : ; “a 
*» Amidst the critics' varied voice, x 
N Luxadas stand, my heart's own choice. _* 
. . . i. 
") For, in the musings of this verse, les 
Me - it 
™ I find a solace, a poet's curse. lex 
b $4 
> j;jLuxadas = Dislocation: A dislocation is a separation of two} \¢ 
4! ends of the bones where they meet at a joint. A joint is the! &, 
*) | place where two bones connect, which allows movement. | ©* 
b= | medlineplus.gov/ency/article/000014.htm ;.,Chamones, | S 
., | Chamon: Common shrimp, Parasitic shrimp. Shiny Cowbird. | S, 
* Molothrus bonariensis. eafit.edu.co/institucional/campus- | ©% 
b¢ | eafit/universidad-parque/aves/Paginas/chamon- 3 
. | comun.aspx Elke 
®9 | Rodrigo Granda, "Luxadas by Chamones" from The bouquet | &* 
b< | of carnations that with my words I wilted. Copyright © 2023 : 
b: » | by Phaneinthymos. 
4 Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
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muse that breathes | 


BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


J te te be be A 


... Consuetudinario# Transcripciones, November 14, 2023 


In veins that pulse with blood of thine, 
Fraternal love, a flame divine. 

A muse that breathes, ignites the pyre, 
From ashes dead, a phoenix higher. 


Pee Ae Ae Bie Am 


he Ae 


To trim the leaves, embrace the green, 
Olive or elusive boughs between. 

To crown thy brow with laurel fair, 

Or lay at feet a woven prayer. 


When genius startles, wows the earth, 
No longer scorned by Muse's mirth. 
No rebel to the muse of history, 

Yet, enthusiasm meets no mystery. 


. For in your fame, my trust resides, 
Not in the volume of applause it hides. 
To light the incense, perfume the air, 
An insult not to join the prayer. 
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., If Tully's elegance, by Circe's art, se 
~. Reduced to numbers, a magic chart. ye 
? ? : < 
; Your genius, a greater guide, ct 
~, In eloquence, like Cicero's tide. .* 
. “s 

> 
; Invention, art, and words that flow, en 
A native rhetoric in your show. es 
In sentences, in phrases spun, oe. 
: Your Demosthenes has just begun. en 
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"5 | Rodrigo Granda, "muse that breathes" from The bouquet of | &* 
b< | carnations that with my words I wilted. Copyright © 2023 2 
be by Phaneinthymos. ! 
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the living thesis of atypical Depression 
BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


... “Born to lose, living to fail” the initiation, September 22, 2015 


In the labyrinthine corridors of the Escuela 
Nacional Preparatoria!!! in the year 1991, I first 
encountered him — a walking canvas of rebellion 
and eccentricity. The rhythmic clank of his 
motorbike and military boots echoed through the 
halls, each step leaving an indelible mark on the 
linoleum floors. His fashion sense was a chaotic 
symphony of defiance, a kaleidoscope of textures, 
patterns, and symbols that challenged the 
conformity of the academic setting. 


From head to toe, he was a spectacle of 
counterculture. Gabardine trousers adorned with 
sweeper-type bags swayed as he walked, the dark 
tones of the fabric providing a somber backdrop 
to the myriad of belts that clung to his waist. 
Studded, spiked, nailed, and riveted, these belts 
were a cacophony of rebellion, adorned with 
chains, rings, and authentic police handcuffs. 
The piéce de résistance, however, was the 
collection of skull buckles —- macabre creations 
fashioned from stainless steel, cast iron, steel 
plate, gears, and even a real skull of a foetus. 
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His shirts were a declaration of musical) #4 
- allegiance, a veritable punk manifesto. Sex’ § 
~. Pistols, The Clash, Sindrome del Punkl2!,! , 
Massacre 68! — a litany of anarchic soundscapes) * 
embraced by his rebellious spirit. Yet, the ones he 
; flaunted with utmost pride bore the names of; os 
; Jane's Addiction, Mano Negra, Ramones, PIL,| S@ 

Front 242, Deus Ex Machina, and oe 

colectivo Semefol*! — a collage of genres and 
subcultures that painted his persona in bold 
: strokes. 


; Wrapped in a leather jacket adorned with zips 
and straps, he exuded the spirit of Marlon 
Brando in "The Wild One"(1953), yet his was a 
punk-rock iteration with no restraint. The jacket, 
a canvas for self-expression, bore the weight of; »@ 
Liquid Paper text correctors and metallic ink pens, S4 
each stroke a testament to his unbridled} ¢ 
“, creativity. | 


‘ 
an 


His haircut oscillated between military precision, 
Mohawk audacity, and the boldness of a clean-| »4 
shaven head. Aviator-style glasses perched on his | “4 
nose, each pair a frame for a kaleidoscope of dark ! ©» 
or silver lenses, imprinted with holographic 
skulls, crosses, and even the controversial Nazi 
swastika. 
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Adorning his wrists were a variety of bracelets, | & 
crafted from industrial waste, a physical 
manifestation of his commitment to 
= * unconventional beauty. The leather on the back 


; | of his jackets carried the weight of cinematic 
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history — scenes from “Nosferatu - eine 
Symphonie des Grauens", "M - Eine Stadt sucht 
einen Moérder", "Das Cabinet des Dr. Caligari", " 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame", "Ivan 
Groznyy" and "Bronenosets Potemkin" 
transforming his attire into a moving gallery of 
avant-garde art. 


In his possession were replica helmets — Nazi, 
motorbike, Wagner opera, and medieval knight 
helmets — each an emblem of a bygone era ora 
rebellious subculture. Gas masks from the 1st, 224, 
Korean, and Vietnam wars hung like bizarre 
ornaments, a surreal nod to the tumultuous 
history that had shaped the world. 


As he navigated the high school corridors, his 
presence was a living, breathing installation — an 
art form that challenged norms and brought a riot 
of colour to the monochrome walls. He was a rebel 
with a cause, a walking testament to the power of 
self-expression in a world that demanded 
conformity. And in that chance encounter, amidst 
the planters and classrooms of the institution, I 
witnessed the embodiment of an era — 1991, a year 
encapsulated in the enigma of his style. 
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: jjEscuela Nacional Preparatoria: Grade Level and Structure } , 
. of the Educational System of Mexico, 10%, 11 and 12t) © 
ur ad ec .9 H_ivge h School 
‘ ede.state.co.us /migrant/gradelevelsandstructureoftheeducat | 
ionalsystemofmexico ,.;Sindrome del Punk: Mexican HC} 
punk band formed in 198 2 We 
archivodesobediente.chopo. unam.mx/index.php/ Detail /obje } 
cts/ 11017 ,,;Massacre 68: Hardcore/Punk band from Mexico 
City formed in 1987. rock111.com/bandas/2416-} »% 
Masacre%2068 |4);colectivo Semefo: the collective offered the ' 
audience an encounter with which they could perceive in all 
senses: visual, auditory, smell, sometimes even taste, many | 
people vomited, and sometimes someone was whipped on | ©» 
stage because many of the performances were done in the | &”* 
Middle of the audience Jia™ 
archivochurubusco.encrym.edu.mx/n3letras2. html td 
Rodrigo Granda, "the living thesis of atypical Depression" | * 
, | from “Born to lose, living to fail” the initiation. Copyright © 
9 | 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 
' Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 

; Source: “Born to lose, living to fail” 2015 | ¢ 
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The lady of time 


BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


om A. 


J te te bm be A 


... “Born to lose, living to Fail” the initiation, November 27, 
201f 


I was in the early days of October 2013 when 


P my life intersected with Kristina, a woman who 
would become the prelude to a chapter that, 
through my own foolishness, | failed to 
appreciate. Dana Cohen, my partner, had 
disappeared in the early hours of the morning, as 
she was wont to do when things became 
unbearable. Oblivious, immersed in a sleep 
induced by insomnia pills, I let her fade into the 
darkness of the night. The promise of a new job 
awaited me, and the hustle and bustle of Mexico 
City awakened my impatience to arrive on time. 
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As I walked through the metro!!! tunnel, a small 
object fell from a nearby bag. It was a watch, a 
men's Bulova, and I couldn't help but stop and 
pick it up. My honesty led me to seek out its 
owner, a lady with blonde hair who didn't seem to 
match the elegance of the watch. I handed her 
back her belonging, and her green eyes, behind 
Emporio Armani magnifying glasses, looked up at 
me gratefully. A weather-beaten smile adorned 
thin lips with a touch of Revlon in crimson red. 
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I noticed the degradation of his white skin,| © 
probable evidence of a European life affected by 4 
the city sun. The strong smell of menthol 
cigarettes intertwined with her peculiar voice and} §i 
exaggerated pronunciation of the letter "r". She 
introduced herself as Kristina Ananeva Ena. with} & 
a hospitable gesture, I took her hand and led her es 
through the bustling public transport system.! *9 
Beside her, I walked on sandals with images of S4 
Frida Khalo on them, while I had cleverly 
improvised my leaky shoes with layers of assorted 
insoles. : 


Arriving at the transfer, | explained my route and) »@ 
she, eyes almost closed, nodded. We continued! &% 
together to the last car of the train. Her fatigue € : 
was reflected in her gait, and her scent mixed| ea 
menthol cigarettes with a symphony of body} ©* 


fragrances. Although her breath was reminiscent! >¢ 
of a bin, her teeth gleamed, perfect as if they were | 4 
straight out of a toothpaste commercial. That} &% 
lady of time, Kristina, became my unexpected; &, 
road companion. Although | didn't know it at the | Gy 
time, she was the anteroom of a destiny I didn't} & 
know how to value, an investment I despised) »¢ 
because of my own blindness. 5 

tc 


[1]the Mexico City “Metro” trains run is, especially in the city | 4" 
center, too soft to allow the steel wheels/steel rails that you | ™ 
see on similar subway or railroad systems. | ™® 
mexicocity.cdmx.gob.mx/e/getting-around/using-the- 
metro/ 
| Rodrigo Granda, "The lady of time " from “Born to lose, living to 
y fail” the initiation. Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 

Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
Source: “Born to lose, living to fail” 2015 
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a labprinth's course | 

> 

BY RODRIGO GRANDA i 

tu 

... ‘Bor to lose, living to Fail” the initiation, November 3, 2016 | 

In the realm of dreams I tread, 

A vision from the past widespread. 

* Interrupted, a slumber disturbed, : 
* In tunnels deep, my path observed. $ 
_ 


Metro echoes, a labyrinth's course, 
Barranca del Muertol4] to El Rosario!2! the source. 4 
Faces blurred in the bustling crowd, : 
A sea of souls, in whispers avowed. 


A colossal vault, four escalators rise, , 
I chose one, ascending to the skies. 
Through a tunnel anew, a passage reborn, 
Emerging to light in a smaller sojourn. 


A woman stands, stature moderate, 

Her form abundant, a diminutive nose's fate. 
Elegance in attire, amber-tinted gaze, 

A third of her face in spectacles' embrace. 
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I strive to depart, yet held by the gate, 

A turnstile warning, my exit's fate. 

A red card placed, the woman draws near, 
I spin the wheel, and she disappears. 
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Inexplicable, a dream's recurring theme, 
Foretelling crises, or so it would seem. , 
As I stir from slumber, a voice divine, | 
Mingles with rustling pages and hair, entwined. | 


es 

"Autumn's collection," a voice so sweet, an 
Fashion imprinted, an image replete. 4 
In the symphony of dreams, emotions flow, <2 
Where reality and fantasy intertwine, aglow. m4 
es 

ee 

2 
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pyBarranca del Muerto: Different battles during the time of the | ~ 
Mexican Revolution generated a great number of inert bodies, | ©, 


misery and diseases, for which the ravine (formed by the eruption} & 
of the Xitle volcano), began to be used as a mass grave. Due to its | 5 
use as a cemetery during the period from 1910 to 1920, it was} ©, 
baptised as Barranca del Muerto (Dead Man's Ravine). 
mexicodesconocido.com.mx/ por-que-barranca-del-muerto-se- 4 
llama-asi-conoce-su-fantasmagorica-historia.html 

piel Rosario: Pedro Romero de Terreros, first Count Marquis of San 
Cristobal and San Francisco, was the owner of the estate of "El | 
Rosario", which included a hacienda. Subsequently, the place was | © : 
divided and now constitutes the "Unidad Habitacional El Rosario". * 
metrodelaciudademexico.com.mx/el-rosario/ 


Rodrigo Granda, "a labyrinth's course" from “Born to lose, living to ’ 
fail” the initiation. Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 4 

Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. J 
Source: “Born to lose, living to fail” 2015 i6* 
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Six in the evening | 


BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


.. “Bom to lose, living to fail” the initiation, November 3, 2016 


In the glow of evening's light, a penthouse view, 


Streetlight hues through windows, a tranquil cue. 


Beside me, Vivienne, immersed in glossy tales, 
Fashion, gossip, pop music's frilly trails. 


Six in the evening, yet inertia binds, 
Bedridden, unmoved by time's ticking finds. 
Vivienne pores over magazines arrayed, 
Baby catalogue curiosity, a choice displayed. 


Cold mineral water, a gift from my friend, 
Satisfies my thirst, moments to spend. 
Struggling to rise, nature's call to heed, 
The discourse unfolds, a model's creed. 


"Four garments to slenderize your arm," 
Does she seek slimness, a superficial charm? 
"Get the slim effect, gym-free, and chic," 
Inquires my pondering mind, body unique. 


"What's the ideal man?" the articles decree, 
Women who forget, a concept set free. 

"Good morning, Baby Ogre," her quirky way, 
A morning ritual, a peculiar display. 
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"Wash your mouth, then a kiss I seek," 4 
Her demand, a blend of odd and cheek. ~ 
I wonder, pregnant and engaged she may be, 


Why she seeks me in dawn's silent decree. . i 
After bacterial exchange, water's blessing true, _ 
Among myriad bottles, shampoo to eschew. , 
Soap chosen, from the vanity array, 
One Bata enfolds, hides the belly's sway. 4 
i 
"Vivienne, what's our plan?" I inquire, 4 
Silence persists, food delivery she'll acquire. Md 
Reprimands echo, the poor courier distressed, o 
Apologies falter, a shaky voice confessed. ep 
"Leave him be, Baby, in your fragile state," % 
Her scolding tone, an unjust debate. * 
"Quiet! You won't pay," she harshly speaks, es 
I retreat, humiliated, emotions at their peaks. | >6 
2 
To the master bedroom, refuge sought, , 


Amidst snores, a retreat from battles fought. 
Embassies of dreams, a night's reprieve, 
In the folds of slumber, grievances leave. 


Rodrigo Granda, "Six in the evening" from “Born to lose, living to | , be 

fail” the initiation. Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. . 
Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 4 

Source: “Born to lose, living to fail” 2015 > 
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cascade of stories 


BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


om a 


... “Born to lose, living to fail” the initiation, November 3, 2015 


~ ae ae ae Ae A 


In the hush of the party, guests still in sleep's 
"> embrace, . 
"> Mannequin's crude words, a pregnant friend's , 
P disgraced face. es 
. 


Amidst the brawl, a thought whispers, "Why not 4 
depart?" : 
Yet my clothes elude, a missing ensemble, a 

vanished art. 


Perhaps in the laundry's embrace or autumn's 
hidden vault, 

Among iconic models, a search unfolds, a fashion 
assault. 


Fourteen celebrity-inspired choices, a 
kaleidoscope's array, 

Revealing wrappers, bills, contracts, life's 
tumultuous ballet. 
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Within this montage, my quest takes a curious 
twist, 
Layers of candy, receipts, and tests persist. 
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display, 


‘ A cascade of stories, in garments' disarray. 


hold, 


a 


told. 


squirm. 
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Embraced by blood-stained tissues, legal strife on | & 


Yet, a note ona napkin, sheltered in cellophane's 


5 Omar Sharif, a plutocrat's moniker, etched firm, 4 
t From a childhood channel-surfing, memories} & 
,. 
5 


. 
. 
. * century), the capital of Mexico was referred to as the "Ciudad de | ¢ ¢ 
2 
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My ghastly handwriting turned clear, a tale to be cs 


' 4 
~ In times of yore, when photogenic grace held) &, 
? | 

swa 

"> No a aid, no likes' display. | 
Ds ‘ C4 
' cs 
*, Popularity measured in magazines sold and! 
m record store queues, Px 
b< Movies' runtime and marquees' glowing hues. | Sg 
bs | 8g 
. . * * : : ,» 
5) A bygone era, cinema's of la Ciudad de los Palacios"! | ©» 
. | sublime, ie, 
., | Where memories linger, though lost in time. . 
? ) 
b.3 S24 
‘2 | For I witnessed the shift, the decline's sweet pain, | &° 
*S | In the remnants of a city where nothing does | & 
bs | remain. oS 
BS 

4 [1]la Ciudad de los Palacios: Even in the nineties (of the last 

~~ | 


}4 | los Palacios", although there was no organisation to preserve the 
| wealth and heritage of the palaces and their neighbourhoods. But e 
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its memory has been preserved in the chronicle of the official 
archives, collectors and natives of the city over 40 years old —like 
yours truly who thanks you for reading it! We lost the city and its 
lake at the hands of the pharaonic excesses of the six-year terms of ¢ 
the hegemonic party of the 20th century and its successor at the 
turn of the millennium. 
mexicotravelchannel.com.mx/mexico/ 20230613 /ciudad-de-los- 
palacios/ 
Rodrigo Granda, "cascade of stories" from “Born to lose, living to 
fail” the initiation. Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 

Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
Source: “Born to lose, living to fail” 2015 
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The Devil roamed in a fo 


BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


In a time long past, before mankind's birth, 
When names were yet unwritten, and Earth 
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* Received its form through God's whispered breath, | & 
The Devil roamed in a forest, a realm of death. 


eS 
e4 
Pan 


M4 
rest! 
4 


t Barefoot on fresh moss, though need had he none, 4 
»» Matching his steps to leaves' whispering song, i € r 
; He marveled at creation, each wondrous stride, , 2 
‘= Giant flowers with petals, a rainbow's envy beside. | oe 
P Colors alive, a symphony of scent, | es 
® Sunlight weaving through vines, nature's intent. | #4 
b< In God's peaceful haven, still something amiss, | Sig 
»2 A form unseen, awaiting a touch and a kiss. | &4 
, In the midst of this serenity divine, : 
| The Devil felt a yearning, an arousal in his spine. ie 
‘2 | He treaded the path of flowers and green, 7, 
®S | Hoping to find the elusive sound he'd seen. s 
kJ am 
eS s 
b< | He remembered the wind, a conversing friend, Sq 
p2 | In open spaces, perhaps, his quest would end. S4 
42 | Beyond the trees, where the grass gleamed, By 
43 | He left the forest, where reality beamed. > 
; - — ¢ 
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Beneath the open sky, sunlight on his face, a 
His hair danced with the invisible embrace. 4 
Freedom whispered, a breeze through his hair, 
Yet the desired sound, he couldn't ensnare. 
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The wind spoke softly, a mere fleeting sigh, 
In the vast silence, a subtle lullaby. 

The Devil stood, unsatisfied but free, 
Longing for a voice, a companion to be. 


In this ancient tale of a devil's quest, 

A yearning for connection, a profound unrest. 
For even in Eden, with its beauty vast, 
Loneliness lingered, a shadow cast. 
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Rodrigo Granda, "The Devil roamed in a forest" from The 
bouquet of carnations that with my words I wilted. Copyright 
© 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 

Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
Source: The bouquet of carnations that with my words I 
wilted 2023 
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= | From sky to lake, where water enthralled. 
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BY RODRIGO GRANDA 


ss Bs 
.. Consuetudinario # Transcripciones, November 17, 2023, § 


Enchanted by the prospect of a melody's grace, 


A symphony of thoughts in this wondrous place, 


Undeterred, he sought the elusive sound, 
In a realm where creation's wonders abound. 


Beyond the ever-awake forest's hush, 


Where the ground murmurs beneath every hush, 


Beyond the free winds that barely speak, 
A sister emerged, silent yet not weak. 


Water, the kin of earth and wind, 

Lakes, rivers, waterfalls, in a dance twinned. 
Constant motion, no set path to follow, 
Surely, a sound echoed in each watery hollow. 


Recalling lakes, rivers, the falls' cascade, 
Water, forever in motion, a serenade. 

If leaves could sing when rustled underfoot, 
Surely, water's movement held a melodic root. 


Hoping for more than leaves' brittle song, 


He hastened to the mountains, longing to belong. 


‘ A small waterfall, a memory recalled, 


silent pet not weak 
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The Devil arrived with eyes vast and deep, 
Through rocks and trees, a narrow path to keep. 
Before him lay the lake, tranquil and still, 

To his left, the dancing cascade, a watery thrill. 


Finally, a different sound reached his ear, 
Bubbling, gurgling, a sound clear. 
Approaching the waterfall with eager stride, 
Refreshing mist, a cool embrace beside. 


Yet, unfulfilled, unsatisfied he stood, 

The water's roar, a chaotic flood. 

No harmony, no order in its liquid race, 

A cacophony, not a melody, in that watery space. 


The Devil cast his gaze below, 

No solace found, nowhere else to go. 

In his ears, an echo of angelic song, 

Yearning to hear it again, where he belonged. 


For in this earthly realm, he sought divine, 
Melodies of angels, a celestial sign. 

Not just a noise, but a harmonious art, 

A symphony to echo in the depths of his heart. 


Rodrigo Granda, “silent yet not weak" from “Born to lose, living to 
fail” the initiation. Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 

Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
Source: “Boru to lose, living to fail” 2015 
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... Consuetudinario # Transcripciones, November 17, 2023, : 
£4 
. Yearning for a melody, a heavenly sound, ee 
: Amidst creation's wonders, where beauty is found. ‘ M 
/ The forest, the wind, the water's embrace, \ 
: Yet the music awaited, a harmonious grace. °% 
' c4 
4 ‘sy 
; Seated by the lake, beside the cascade's flow, o4 
; The Devil pondered, letting his thoughts grow. ft , 
c In the realm of universals, a decision was made, '*: 
> Tocreate beings whose songs would never fade. log 
™ 1&2 
Fr ea 
.» Beings with the power to echo angelic tunes, | ep 
‘, To shout melodies beneath the crescent moons. + ce 
r> Whispering hymns, a single, beautiful tone, En, 
pb Expressing emotions, thoughts, desires unknown. | oS 
if "I shall fashion melodious beings," he declared, : 
*» | Like the free wind, unseen forms they'd be paired. ,% 
* | Acreator, adept at shaping a galaxy called music, +S 
b< | Discovering countless ways to make sounds prolific. mg 
i; ote 
v4 : ai F . : “— 
ne A singer so enchanting, worthy of all ears, > 


> | Inthe midst of many, his voice crystal-clear. ; 
b< | To teach them to sing, they must first learn to hear, =4 
| In pairs they'd be created, a harmonious sphere. e : 
‘ 
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With a pointed finger, the Devil touched the lake, 
Magic stirred, ripples danced in its wake. 

From the water's surface, two verdant birds arose, ; 
Sprinkling droplets, their wings unfurled like velvet 
clothes. 


Velvet wings expanded, a moment frozen in the sun. 
Stretching their necks, one bird opened its beak, 
A melodious whistle, a song unique. 


- 

, 

: A 3 E ‘4 
Perching on a nearby tree, heads tilted in unison, £,% 
a 

_ 

- 


A sustained note echoed, the air held its breath, 
Then, the second bird joined, a duet in death. 
With a symphony born from the Devil's decree, 
Two birds sang a song, a celestial decree. 


ti 


Rodrigo Granda, “his voice crystal-clear" from “Born to lose, living 
to fail” the initiation. Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 
Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
Source: “Born to lose, living to fail” 2015 “4 
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The Devil watched with joy, pride, and surprise, 

As controlled melodies echoed, a harmonious prize. 
The birds had sung, and from the lake's embrace, 
Emerging pairs, each creating a unique grace. 


Hour by hour, myriad couples emerged, 

From the lake's depths, their symphony surged. 
Diverse sounds, a chorus of delight, 

In this creation, the Devil found pure light. 


Yet, as the hours passed and species ceased to rise, 
The Devil's gaze fixed, a longing in his eyes. 
Though creatures sang around the waterfall's mist, 
Something lacked, a void that couldn't be dismissed. 


He sought a being, a solo melody untold, 
Harmonic and diverse, a song to unfold. 

A creature to reinvent, breaking monotony, 
In his mind, a plan, anew symphony. 


Once more, the Devil approached the mystic lake, 
b2 | Touching its surface, a magical quake. 

| Waters boiled, bubbles danced in fervent cheer, 

5 | New figures emerged, humans now drawing near. 


When 
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Stepping onto rocks, firm on their feet, 
They sat by the Devil, a moment to meet. 
Examining their forms, understanding they're real, 
Two humans, a creation, an enchanting ordeal. 


Jy te fm de 


Skin touched, limbs moved in exploration, 
Realizing the gift of corporeal sensation. 
Surveying the landscape, the world so new, 
Then locking eyes, a connection they drew. 


Their gaze locked, an enchanting trance, 
Smiles forming, a passionate dance. 

Love at first sight, a spark in their eyes, 
Passion and excitement, a heartfelt surprise. 


Static, they stared, emotions laid bare, 

A silent conversation, a love to share. 

As their faces beamed with inner delight, 
A connection blossomed, love at first sight. 


Rodrigo Granda, “New figures emerged" from 
“Born to lose, living to fail” the initiation. Copyright 
© 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 

Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
Source: “Born to lose, living to fail” 2015 
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In a dream, humans extended hands, 
intertwining fingers with grace, 
An infinite bond between them, a celestial 
embrace. 
Then, the Devil rose, a happy fatherly figure, 
Approaching with joy, his words flowing like a 


river. 


"Divine beings, entwined in love's sweet embrace, 
Your emotions delight me, expressions of grace. 
May | ask a favor? Open your mouths, let me hear, 
A melody that whispers, a sentiment sincere." 


Both humans nodded, a response so clear, 
Like the birds before them, they had nothing to 
fear. 

One of them parted lips, a melody unfurled, 
A song so exquisite, it enraptured the world. 


As the first one paused, the second began, 
Harmonizing, weaving a duet's magical plan. 
Enchanted, the Devil applauded with glee, 
Echoing through mountains, a sound so free. 


The thunderous applause, a jealous bolt fell, 
Striking a tree, a celestial spell. 
Startled, the Devil sought refuge in the cascade's 
shade, 

A spectacle of nature, a divine escapade. 
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From the floating splinters, God emerged, 
Radiant and kind, from the debris he surged. 
Smiling at the humans, their confidence unfazed, 
He requested another song, his joy not erased. 


. 

A different melody, notes higher and sweet, 4 

God clapped along, a rhythm at his feet. : 

Song after song, the humans delivered, , 

Their voices harmonizing, their bond unbroken, 
undiverted. 


Time passed, the humans paused, faces aglow, 
Gazing at each other, love's vibrant glow. 
- God urged for more, waving them to sing, 
But their eyes locked, a profound connection 


spring. 


Ignorant of God's insistence, their love took flight, 
Embraced, they shared a passionate kiss, pure and 
bright. 

God, perturbed, approached with a sigh, 
Separated them gently, disappointment in his eye. 


"Sing more," God requested, a persistent plea, 
Yet tired and in love, they chose unity. 
Locked in an embrace, love unfurled, 
Their hearts sang louder than the entire world. 4 
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In my dream, God grew increasingly vexed, 

Humans refusing to sing, emotions perplexed. 

With a forceful grip, He separated the pair, 
One pulled away, unwilling to share. 


God demanded a song, a plea denied, 
The human ran back, to his love, he relied. 
God, angered, furrowed his divine brow, 
Sunlight waned, dark clouds gathered, a storm's 


Winds howled, leaves whirled in a wild ballet, 
Terrified humans embraced, fearing dismay. 
Their disobedience angered God's sacred might, 
Yet, their love held strong, a beacon in the night. 


God offered another chance, a plea to heed, 

To forget themselves, sing, and intercede. : 

The enamored humans, in fear and love entwined, > 
Refused to part, to God's request, blind. 
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God sighed once more, disappointment in the air, ; | 
No new creation, just a sigh of despair. 
Turning away, He walked into the trees, 
Vanishing from sight, leaving the humans at ease. 


The duo, oblivious to God's discontent, 
Happily embraced, their love undeterred, unbent. 
Laughter echoed, breaking the silence, 
The source revealed, the Devil's presence. 
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Indifferent to God's disappointment, the humans 
gazed, : 
The Devil, amused, toward them approached S, 
unfazed. : 
A fake smile on his face, he circled near, , 
Arms wrapped around them, a devilish cheer. . 

"Clever cynics, you've made me so glad, 

Disappointing God, your defiance not bad. : 
I watched as you chose yourselves over His grace, { 
Ignoring His pleas, enjoying love's embrace. ~ 
_ 
Your rejection delighted me, oh so sweet, : 


God's anger and sadness, a mesmerizing feat. 
Your song, divine, almost addictive, I'd say, 
Even God nearly succumbed, lost in your sway. 


Now that the Almighty's gone, just us three, 
Your love apparent, your happiness free. 
I ask for one more favor, a simple plea, 
Indulge me, indulge in a melody.” 


Rodrigo Granda, “In a dream" from The bouquet of carnations that 
with my words I wilted. Copyright © 2023 by Phaneinthymos. 
Printed by permission of Phanerothyme322. 
Source: The bouquet of carnations that with my words I wilted 
2023 
4 


' " *y 
i te ae Oe 


NF NT NS NP ASD UP AP a ee ap SP AP. ¥. 
DGCADGADGAI GAD 


, ee 

= 4 
s Pr] © 

~ Melancholic Guise |: 

4 

: > Inthe realm of thirteen, where shadows play, 2 

~ Ob, bow intricate to forget those voids in } Se 

©) disarray. 2 

For in their loves, mp pathetic sorrows rise, ee 

© A dance of absences, a melancholic guise. cn 

* Who shall vend Lust beneath the night's embrace,| £9 

~ To fuel our cravings in the day's relentless race? | & 


Ob, the challenge to await pour vengeful grace, | & 
Beloved ones, bow | pearn for the reckoning to es 


* tracel | $4 
P Es 
Thirteen alone, thirteen in mp weary core, Be 
> | Is it sloth that keeps the gates of closure at mp | 
» door? | os 
PL resist the pull to start anew, a cycle toerplore, | 
& Simply unwilling to embark on a path untrod 4 
b2 | before. 4 
b oh 
b2 | In the tapestrp of numbers, where fates may align, | % 


62 | Thirteen stands solitary, a saga intertwined. 
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’ In dreams where humans hearken close, ¢ 
=. A symphony of voices, a celestial dose. ee 
' "I wish for songs, your melodies sweet, | oy 
Sing for me, let our rhythms meet." iG 
; 8 
Not like God, no judgment's gaze, wg 

: Love or not, in the heart's maze. ce 
" Humans rise, determination in their eyes, ee 
} Facing Lucifer, beneath moonlit skies. : ; 
Hand in hand, a united front, > 
Breathing deep, a musical affront. es 
: Lucifer, the audience with raised brow, es 
} Mimicking, faces made, a silent vow. Po 
: 2 
b: No emotion deep, in the devil's heart, | e 
bs Miming joy, playing the part. | &2 
‘ Melodies flowed, a harmonious trance, | ep 
‘3 Lucifer rose, began to dance. | ; ; 
6: Exhaustion echoed, as God before, : 
" Songs unceasing, their voices sore. % 
a Abruptly, the music ceased, 4 
be? Lucifer, arms aloft, unrest increased. og 
* : + 
bs : 
Bo "Why stop?" he queried, a fiery demand, ea 
Bo | Humans below, love's bliss unplanned. ry 4 
te , Hugging, kissing, on the ground, By 
ao | Lucifer's anger began to pound. > 
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Walking forward, a face of ire, 
He urged them to sing, fueling the fire. 
Yet, the humans, in love entwined, 
Ignored his plea, their hearts aligned. 


Fury unleashed, flames and wrath, 
Lucifer's revenge, a devil's path. 
He seized a soul, caused them pain, 
Love's agony, like falling rain. 


A witness helpless, love's lament, 
Ran to aid, a desperate descent. 
Lucifer grew, a towering rage, 

Lifting the fallen, a somber stage. 


Blackened eyes, hatred's glare, 
A captive soul sang in despair. 
An instant's fury, a slapping blow, 
Silenced the song, laid love low. 


On knees, the fallen ceased to sing, 
Pleas unheard, love's severed string. 
Lucifer, deaf to the melody's plea, 
Soared above, by the lake and sea. 


Claws unyielding, the captive in dread, 


Screams echoed, tears were shed. 


In the devil's grip, by the water's brim, 


A tragic tale, love's requiem. 
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Amid life's dance, neath death's silent | 3 
breath, ‘ 
A journey unfolds, the realms between life | <2 


and death. 


In the tapestry woven with infinite glee, 

It's the beautp of Madness that sets the | & 
255 ‘4 

spirit Free. : 
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A whimsical waltz in the twilight's | 
embrace, | & 


> | For between life's chapters and the final a 
2 | breath's kiss, ea 
; 
‘ 


‘ ‘ ‘ | 6% 
2 Where life and death mingle, in a surreal | & 
pS space. | $4 
* | In the joyous cadence of insanity's art, 4 
> Eternal echoes resound, a masterpiece at % 
| beart. 2 
, > 
b3 % 
7 : 
e 
b » | 


#2 It's the mad, wild beautp we eternally 
3 reminisce. 
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Dace upon a time, in a realm where dreams and 


reality intermingled, there existed a world tethered 


to the emotions of a solitary dreamer. This dreamer, | “ 


a mere mortal with a heart burdened by the weight 
of love and loss, found himself trapped in a dream 
that echoed the echoes of his shattered reality. 


In this ethereal landscape, his motionless alter ego 
wept inconsolably. Unable to alter the course of 
events, he bore witness to the Demiurge's capricious 
act. The Demiurge, a whimsical being of 
supernatural power, hoisted the object of the 
dreamer's affection above the lake's shore and, 
without a second thought, released him, letting him 
plunge into the water. The human sank, a heavy 
stone tethered by an invisible chain, disappearing 
into the depths as if pulled by an unseen force. 


The Demiurge, now grinning and chuckling, turned 
to the remaining human, who wept uncontrollably 
at the sight of his soulmate vanishing beneath the 
lake's surface. The Demiurge reverted to his slender, 
frail form and approached the grieving human. 
Leaning down to his level, he whispered into the 
weeper's ear: 


* "You may forget God and disappoint Him with your 
‘| rebellion and arrogance; perhaps He will forgive 


| you. But as for me, the Demiurge, never cross my 
path, for I do not forgive." 
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Laughing, the Demiurge stood up, leaving the 
remaining human alone with his sorrow and lost 
love. In moments, the Demiurge vanished, and 
silence returned. The clouds ceased their dance, and 
peace settled upon that corner of the dreamer's 
world. Now, only one desolate human remained, 
brokenhearted and in silence, suppressing a scream 
within. 


Drying his tears with his hand, he rose from the 
ground and walked, sobbing, to the lake's edge. He 
knew his love had merged with the water, a 
memory sunk in the depths of the past. Kneeling, he 
gazed over the water. 


Among the ripples, a reflection slowly formed. The 
human smiled as once again, the image of his love 
met his eyes. He reached out to grasp it, but as his 
hand touched the surface, the image dissolved. His 
happiness evaporated quickly, but when the water 
calmed again, the reflection of his love reappeared. 


The human on the earthly plane could only watch 
and laugh, realizing that the lake's reflection would 
be the sole place where he could find his mirrored 
self and emotions. Seated, he began to sing the most 
beautiful melody that had ever existed, a song that 
would never be heard again on this earth. It was the 
melody of the price of his love. 
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Necromantie Chance 


16 MARCH 2022, Consuetudinarius [000003] 


A song flowing like a river's embrace, 
Motherhood and warning in poetic grace. 
Why craft verses for the inference, I ponder, 
A lazy hope for life, in rhymes I wander. 


Ghosts manipulated by necromantic chance, 

A poem unwritten in the “Hotel Playa” expanse. 
The wait, a room's expiration in the air, 

To be the Samaritan for those in despair. 


A temple once, the goddess Ishtar's domain, 
Now a page in my flight's log, a transient gain. 
Yet I write sans style, sans academic claim, 

No patrons, no schools, no conventional aim. 


Time squandered in those boats, an aimless drift, 
Shaking the masters of disguise, a clandestine gift. 
Finding joy in minds disturbed and raw, 

Like the thrill of substances that minds draw. 


If lust were eternal, a perennial flame, 

Ethereal waters would flow, a hypnotic game. 
Would you delight if I placed the stone, 

In your pipe, preventing it from being overthrown? 


Shall I linger by your side, walls of plaster to shun, 


Turn my pipe, my life, now you're hooked, undone. 


"Literal" in the dance of poetic endeavor, 
A journey through words, a connection to sever. 
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Tetsubin 


16 MARCH 2022, Consuetudinarius [000002] 


The neurons in my head are firing 


My Tetsubin is boiling over 


I hit the filter like a beast 


But there's no coffee to be found 


Roots of trees, herbs of rivers 


Flowers of the Amazon 


My doors of perception 


Were opened to the original consciousness 


Everything appears to a common man 


Just as it is 


The power of the Medium is infinite 
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Transcripts (19 December, 2016) 


"I'm going to read you a very interesting article 
about jealousy," she said. 


I leaned over her thin arms to realize that a double- 
page ad for her favorite perfume was upside down. 
All because she didn't delete Kristina's messages! 4 


"Go ahead, I'd like to hear it," I said. What drug 
would she take while I slept? 


"Are jealousy and love synonymous? Many people 
have this mistaken belief, especially when the man 
only says, 'You're a very special friend to him.' 
Bravo! What good is it to sleep in the arms of 
someone who gives you security if they're dreaming 
of someone else? Take your parrot elsewhere!" 
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Your dream > 
; . 
4 Transcripts [000012] Saturday 12, March 2022 eS 
| | 


Don't write to me, 


Let me close your legs, 


42. 


Be the first in your dream. 

I like all your limbs, 

Even the one you hate. 
Disappointments make us stronger, 
-. Trees interact, 

I mean absolutely, 


The roots. 
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March 22, 2015 


” a: 9 A 
iz Pour critiquer les gens il faut les connattre, et 


pour les connaitre, il faut les aimer,” Vivienne stated. 
Kristina added, —"Nous cherchons tous le bonheur, 
mais sans savoir ou, comme des ivrognes qui cherchent 
leur maison, sachant confusément qu’ils en ont 
une.” "Why are you two speaking French? What do 
you have planned to surprise me?" I interjected, not 
understanding their conversation. There were many 
reasons to have an excuse to see them. Tory Brauer 
had asked me to improvise to deepen the 
conversation: —"The gentle breeze called me, from your 
bodies. Entering through the skylight, of Cachtice Castle 
at dawn." 


Vivienne's Centurion Card backed the fun. Our 
arms couldn't reach the Steinway & Sons piano that 
Garrido's house had transported "ad libitum" from 
the Princess of Bariloche. She expressed, "Our brains 
don't need to tell each of those keys what to do or 
how to move across the keyboard. This is good brain 
exercise. But considering that I pay you to be with 
me, I don't expect Walter Gieseking to play 
Beethoven's Piano Concerto No. 4 in G Major, Op. 
58.” Only the distant sound of passing cars could be 
heard, as the symptoms of recent consumption 
included exhilaration and overconfidence on our 
part. Although Kristina (being the "wild card" of the 
group) had a more intense state of alertness. 
Vivienne and Tory were of higher energy and 
restlessness, but their behavior changes were always 
aggressive. I had incoherent speech and dilated 


pupils. [...] 
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Transcriptions [oo4_ 
Thursday, March 3, 2022 


The snow has a disturbance, my secret turning point, 
germinating to feed. 


Only Rodrigo hates New York, the serpent's fall, jaw 
with apron chews on corpses. 


Slowly, I can pass, like love, a cartoon of brightness, 
the moment of clouds. 


Who does Julia raise? Sparkling star glows, they 
should take us together, lacking cunning. 


Do the Angels abandon? They have their concerns, 
they will peck at me, tearing their wings. 


Following Rimbaud to torture him, he anguishes in 
the mornings, they are above all, 
and everyone! 


"Différance” heart "salterello,” I feel positive, today I 
will eat the same, caviar and "Kénig Ludwig" cheese. 


Eat the leftover stars, Hollywood and Las Vegas, in 
"Puppbudd" beds, dreamlike! 


Immediate "calentorro” after being charged, what it 
must be! 
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Thursday 3, March 2022 . 

; Now my spirit is of the Turtle, ; 
> though all my eggs are broken, og 
} nourishing, spawning into the sea. 4 
: 4 
, Sea : 
for the fish, % 
the sun will dry me. 

; 4 
: Release my hen at "Le Rosey" school, ; 


our brains, neurotransmitter, 
are gathering in the realm of thought. 


Iam unhappy standing, 
> without a female, libido doesn't stir, 
is this the night of the crocodiles? 


I will watch purple sunrises without a kippah, 
marrow soup at night, 
and the glory of running. 
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Transcriptions [oot]_ 


Tuesday, March 1, 2022 


Sunset, sunset, 
*» a fair warning, 
® bleeding longing! 


Bones wear thin, 
trees feeding 
on toothless axes. 


The sunset brings me pain, 
while the sun's aura 
laughs upon my obscene face. 


P| Cracked thoughts, 
with its rays, I'll weave 
a veil to cover facets. 
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To Evade Death's Door ° 


Wednesday, 22 November 2023 


In days of yore, when angels fell, 

Competing for God's grace, they rebel. 

The Devil, weary, could not endure, 

And thus, the devils met their final, fateful blur. 


I'll evoke the days of Heaven's throne, 

Stained with the blood of sins well-known. 
Seven predecessors, virtues amiss, 

Their legacy marked my bed with a crimson kiss. 


The final sigh you did release, 

As your soul departed, seeking peace. 

In the throes of love, both sinful and divine, 

Kings and warriors tumbled, to the abyss consigned. 


There was one, the mightiest of all, 
With two heads, destined to fall. 

Yet, he eluded fate's cruel hand, 

God pursued, in flight they spanned. 


In a chase through the heavens, they did soar, 
The Devil turned to stone, to evade death's door. 
A sword poised to end his unholy reign, 

But stone resisted, the blade in vain. 


Pregnant women summoned, a sacred decree, 
One among them divine, as gods could be. 
The child within spoke a prophetic plea, 
Hide, oh people of God, and be free. 
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’ Swiftly born, the child unleashed a bolt, of 
"2 | Striking the stone, the devil's revolt. Ra 
? | With a thunderous roar, demons fell, < 
b< Their single-headed form, a farewell knell. , ¢ 
b t2 
~ Inever thought that you could conceive, Se 
. Grievances then, or later reprieve. t, ‘ 
How could I harm you, my life, my dear? ss 
How could I forget, my love sincere? ra 
4 
» A terrible lesson from a distant tale, ee 
. Swift retribution, justice set to prevail. So 
‘> Crime follows punishment, as the world decrees, \ 
* A vengeful castigation, borne by cosmic seas. °s 
" ‘4 
: On land and sea, when dawn's first light, ; € r 
.. Tints the volcanoes with hues so bright. 5 4 
‘= And when the jungle bird weeps and cries, + x 
©) As the Western sky with sunlight vies. ley 
> ’ - 
les 
p< When the moon's cold glow bathes the waves, | 2 
4.) Uniting souls in gentle, watery graves. 1&2 
‘3 A maiden defiled, enslaved by might, |: ; 
_= Lava of vice spills, sealing fate's blight. |e 
b The land sighs, the harmony flows, a 
b2 From the shore to the peaks, where the wind blows. eZ 
4.5 Yet, my solace eludes, in vain I seek, a 
i _ \A friendly echo, a consoling streak. Ne 
rs “ 
bs |The tender note and a brighter gleam, : 
b2 (Missing in my solitude, a recurring dream. 


: 
a4 
§2 yearn for a light to pierce my sky, a2 
re illuminate shadows as they pass by. is ; 
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Wednesday, 22 November 2023 


There once was a man who was very lazy 
He saw a vulture flying in the sky 

He said to the vulture: "Come down today! 
I don't want to work, I want to lie! 

Come down quickly! I have something to say!" 
But the vulture refused and flew away 
The man was sad for many years 
He lived in a land of peace and joy 
Where the a nation of slackers ruled with wisdom and 


grace 


A fertile country, 
a paradise on earth 


They advanced every day in_& 
virtue, arts and science 9, 


The splendid light > 
SS That kindles love in the spaces 
~ That sweet dawn % 
Where thought is born to live ; 
In the immortal world of feeling | 5 
The next day the man went to. 38) 
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But when he got to his cornfield he could not work oF 
He only fell asleep on the ground 4 

When he woke up he saw a vulture and he shouted: 4 


"Vulture, hey vulture, come down, I don't want to 
work!" 


And the vulture came down b 

The man said to the vulture: "Let's swap our bodies" : 
The vulture agreed and they changed their forms § 
And only a murmur 4 


Something like a complaint and a sigh 
He heard in a vague turn 
On the earth, in the sea and the firmament : 
The painful note of your last and supreme farewell 
The woman heard his smell and said: "Get out of my 
house, you stink so much!“ Z 
The woman then grabbed hot water and the vulture 


died 


He planted in long rows 


a antaataa. 


He extracted by force of industry 
The agave; juice from its leaves 
Then he reduced it to paste 
And with it he made preserves 
Pleasing to the sight ; 
Flattering to the palate ’ 
"Good!", said the man, and then he flew away 
And the vulture stayed on the ground 
Meanwhile, the man's wife was waiting for her 
husband 
The vulture came to the man's house 
The woman said: "What's wrong with you, why didn't 
you come on time?" : 
The night is near, slowly { 
Its shadows slide over the plain 
The wave gently 
Bathes the sandy beach with foam 
The sun shines in the sunset, and majestic 
He dies in his agony ; 
The peaks of the high mountain range 
"I tell you one thing, you have to throw yourself three 
times 
When you do it three times I will give you my wings" 
said the 
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12% 


7% 
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vulture, and the man did it and he got his wings 
Then the vulture said: "Now you see how you will go | 
for your food" 
Fresh in the afternoon, the rhythmic wind 
They offer peace under the sweet noble enlightened 
Goddess of agricultural tasks 
And cultivating the agave 
One day, again, the man went to work 
The man had a wife who, later, asked him: "If you don't 
go (to work) we will have to sell our cornfields” 
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[1]Agave, (genus Agave), genus of the some 200 species of the 

family Asparagaceae (formerly Agavaceae), native to arid and 

semiarid regions of the Americas, particularly Mexico, and the 
Caribbean. britannica.com/plant/ Agave 


: 


he tin bie bie te hn del AD 


he 


ae 


Se ae ie on en ee ee ee ee Pe oe ee ee a 
Gkockoako ADGAD GADGAD GAd Aah wa fad a) Awd AW GAw GA GAM GAM GAL Grad 4/0 


Se ee ee 


— a ™ - - 


a 


PR LRP or 


“a Ap ae 
en on 
Pw, 


Bee 


4 


A yh (ry 


TYOCLICYICYICYOCYICYD 


Sy a a ee 


Te ee E | 


— 


“se « 


Or a ~~ 


+. 


WVBR BVUNLe BRM VBM 


Sweet Sensation 


Thursday, 23 November 2023 


Beneath the evening's gentle glow, 
A meadow fragrant, a noble show. 
Aman of wisdom, in fields he treads, 
Cultivating agave threads. 


In rows, they stand, a verdant sea, 
A testament to industry. 
With skill and might, he extracts, 
The aguamiell!|, as nature acts. 


From leaves to paste, a transformation, 
Preserves created, a sweet sensation. 
Visually pleasing, a taste divine, 

In orchards, citrus fruits entwine. 


Once a man who roamed the wild, 
Hunting creatures, fierce and mild. 
On his path, a squirrel met its fate, 
Nature's rhythm, a complex state. 


A heartbeat in melancholy, so sublime, 
The bird's soft song, a verdant rhyme. 
The sea's murmur, a gentle spill, 
From shore to forest, a tranquil thrill. 


Love and life in every pulse, 
Nature's grasp, a force convulse. 
In golden years, regrets may seep, 
Yet, in the harmony, sorrows sleep. 


[1] Aguamiel, which literally translates to honey water, is the term 
for the sap of the agave plant that is harvested in order to drink[...] 
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The man, in fear, could only say, 
"I hunt for food, in my own way.” 
The leopard, a king, with regal might, 
Declared, "In this realm, balance is right.“ | 


Yet, fate had plans, a twist untold, 
In the forest's heart, the man grew cold. 
An eagle witnessed the mortal fall, 


Nature's tale, a solemn call. 


"Come with me, leave pain behind, 
In our nest, solace you'll find. 


Beneath the shade, _ 

Where lemon trees — 

sway, Rest in peace, 
where sorrows decay.” 


In the embrace of limoneros!! tall, 
A final chapter, the curtain's fall. a 
Nature weaves its intricate lore, 


A saga of life, forevermore. 


|... ]fresh or ferment into pulque. mezcalistas.com/aguamiel/ 
[2]limonero(s) = lemon tree, Citrus limonum. 
wordreference.com/es/en/translation.asp?spen=limonero 


Through mountains vast, the man did roam, of 
Encountering a leopard near his home. 4 

"Why are you here?" the leopard roared, . 
A clash of worlds, a tension stored. 
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Where Shadows Strut 


Thursday, 23 November 2023 


Beneath the sky so clear and vast, 
Palms stand gallant, a vision cast. 
A noble soul, aguamiel in hand, 
Gifts for Ixchell4], across the land. 


The serpent, once disturbed, now at ease, 
In San Geronimo de Yaxcopoill?l, it finds peace. 
I wait for you very eager to fuck me insatiable slut, 
A family's home, where shadows strut. 


A serpent's coil, a road blocked tight, 
In a dance with destiny, a mystical plight. 
Yet, an old man approached the scene, 
Whispering to the waters, serene. 


"O lord of earth and water's flow, 

Release this path, let families go. 

Creoles mock, in your command, 
Guide us through this mystic land.” 


Hands entwined, a sacred plea, 


In the embrace of divinity. 


In the shimmering starlight's grace, 
Love's light outshines the cosmic space. 
Valleys and hills, in your caress, 


A symphony of nature, a love confess. 
The story unfolds, of Xibalba'sl$] might, 
In fields of agave, a noble sight. 
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From the maguey's embrace, aguamiel flows, c¢ 


Crafting canned food, a sweet repose. ¢ 

A visual delight, a taste so sweet, k. 
Nature's bounty, a joy replete. es 
4 
} Blue sky above, a river's flow, < 
’ Tall mountains stand, their shadows grow. 4 
. Insects hum, flowers bloom, 2 
7 A world alive, in nature's room. ms 
; 4 
A nation proud, the Maya's reign, 4 
In traditions pure, and laws restrain. 2 
: A fertile land, a paradise found, 4 
; Advancing daily, in virtue profound. - 
In the embrace of art and science's dance, 4 


A journey unfolds, a nation's advance. 


: 
, Under the azure sky, where ceibasl!! sway, 2 
: Nature's chorus, in harmonious display. od 
: t% 
» [1]Ixchel represents women and femininity in the Mayan culture. | ©» 
: Also known as the Goddess of the Moon, Ixchel according to | &* 
» Mayan mythology is the goddess of love, pregnancy, water, [...] 4 
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[...]}work and even medicine. spanishacademyantiguena.com/blog . 
/2021/07/10/ixchel-mayangoddess/ #:~:text=Ixchel % 20represents % 4 
; 20women%20and % 620femininity, textile% 20work %20and%20even%2 ~~ 
Omedicine. [2]Hacienda Yaxe opoil Yucatan; Founded in the 


~ 


seventeenth century and whose name means “Place of the Green 
Alamos”, this hacienda concentrates stories from the ancient 
Yucatan, the colonial period, and the Henequen era. During its “4 
heyday it was considered one of the most important properties due 

to its large size, both in the livestock and henequen industries. en- 

yucatan.com/haciendas/hacienda-yaxcopoil/ [3]Xibalba can be -¢ 
translated as the “place of fear.” After death, the Maya would bury 
. the body so that it could belong to this community. The doorway 
between both planes allows those of us who dwell on Earth to have a 
connection with our ancestors though rituals and ceremonies. |, 
, yucatantoday.com/en/xibalba-where-do-our- departed- go/ * 
[4]Kapok, Ceiba Tree: Yaaxche (Maya) Ceiba pentandra, is the most | 4 
Sacred Tree to the Maya, belongs to the Bombacaceae family. Ceiba 
or kapok trees at the Hacienda Chichen's gardens and Nature 
Reserve grow from 45 to a 100 feet tall. yucatanadventure.com.mx ~§ 
/Kapok-ceiba-tree.htm ~“ 
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Cannibal 


Thursday, 23 November 2023 


In San Fernando Valley, where whispers weave, 


A tale unfolds, where shadows grieve. 
Tory Brauer, a wanderer in disguise, 
A poet named by the Trans woman ties. 


"Cannibal" once echoed in the streets, 
Yet "poet" emerged with rhythmic beats. 
A pilgrim of paths, both silent and bold, 

In the UCLA , a tale untold. 


In the dance of psychology, honors in blood, 
Tory emerged from the misunderstood. 
Oscar Wilde, John Gray's embrace, 

In the veins of ink, their spirits trace. 


"T am the dust of the wind in time, 
A warm ember igniting passion's climb. 
Tam the gentle frost on souls' skin, 
The dawn that writes, a thousand within." 


Hidden in drawers, the psychiatrist's find, 
Words that labeled Tory, a poet confined. 
"Powder of Wind," a poetic dance, 

In the verses, a mystic trance. 


Notebooks and pamphlets, a novel untold, 

"Instincts Cannibal," its narrative unfolds. 

"When intrigues arise and passions ignite, 
Cannibal instincts emerge in the night." 
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In the years of youth, suspicion would rise, 
As Trans woman questioned with wary eyes. 
"Are you a cop?" they'd cautiously ask, 
Opus Dei' echoes, a dubious task. 


How to explain to those who barely spoke, 
The ritual words the Opus Dei broke? 
"Eat and drink, this is my flesh," they'd say, 
A rhetoric not to take, nor as metaphor, portray. 
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Now, in the passage of time and fate, 
A cannibalism, with tales to relate. 
Few texts remain, memories persist, 
From victors' pens, the narrative twist. 


~~ 


RES 


In the absence of voices, silenced and lost, 
We sift through debris, no matter the cost. 
Pimps and police, both sides entwined, 
Cannibalizing souls, a dark history enshrined. 
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In the absence of Trans woman's tales untold, 
We delve into history, in memories' hold. 
A poetic endeavor to uncover the truth, 

In the echoes of time, where innocence aloof. 
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macabre ballet 


Friday, 24 November 2023 


In shadows deep, where crack smoke switls, 
Tory's whispers dance, in the underworld. 
"Sex," she said, “a macabre ballet, 
Wearing your skin, in a dark display. 


Her earrings and necklace, trophies claimed, 
From my pearled teeth, the macabre game. 
Your darkened manhood, a feast to savor, 

Feeding on you, an unholy flavor. 


Starting with hands, where tenderness lies, 
Stitched in prayer, an altar of ties. 
Each finger devoured, more than fowl, 
Soft and delicious, a carnivorous prowl. 


To tired, sweaty arms, now on the grill, 
Consuming your essence, seeking a thrill. 
Bones charred, mixed with rum's embrace, 

Drinking till trance, in a timeless space. 


Eyes closed, absorbing eternity's breath, 
Savoring your being, transcending death. 
Each piece devoured, a celestial connection, 


Neural pathways leading to divine reflection. 


In your chest, my knife finds its way, 
Heart ripped out, a violent display. 
Possessed by hunger, in a trance, 
Sipping warm blood, a morbid dance. 
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In this sacrificial tavern, gods applaud, 
Feasting on buttocks and manhood flawed. 
Madness and hunger entwined as one, 

A ritual complete, a new life begun. 


. 
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Bathing in the scent of billy goat's blood, 
A ritual ended, in darkness, we stood. 
No longer two, but part of the rite, 

Your minutes stolen, a stolen delight. 


Consuming your lips, 
unselfish and free, 
Earlobes' soft bones, 

a memory in me. 
Chewing on your back, 
with centuries of fear, 
Your liquified brain, 
wisdom drawn near. 


Yet, I falter, 

courage dissipates, 

A friend, not a fiend, 

my purpose dictates. 

For drugs and wealth, 

I tread this line, 

Private feasts elsewhere, 
where darkness entwines." 
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She Whispered In Verse 


Friday, 24 November 2023 


In the dance of tongues, Tory played her game, 
A kiss that dissolved acid, my demons to tame. 
Elevated, spirited, as she whispered in verse, 
Trans woman magic weaving, a poetic converse. 


Gazing into my eyes, she uttered with grace, 
"My body craves more, a guilty embrace. 
Obsessive and charming, a taste none could know, 
Feared by the masses, in its allure, it would grow. 


I lay on the floor, bare and uneasy, 
Bathed in your essence, oh, how it did please. 
You on the ground, trembling in fear, 
Doubts and unrest, your heart drawing near. 


So sweet, so enchanting, in your trembling distress, 
I yearn to unravel every part, I confess. 
To savor the delight of your life so divine, 
Tremble, for this breath may be your last time. 


Smile, perfect as you are to have captured my heart, 
Your mission complete, a death, a fresh start. 
To bring life to my being, you pledged with a sigh, 


Promising no pain, just a scratch, not a cry. 


I won't harm the flesh, nor your silky skin, 

A twisted thought in my mind, guilt creeping in. 
Yet satisfaction lingers, refusing to depart, 
As I smile, not a tear, but a twisted heart. 
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A tear I wish to shed, but a smile is all I find, 
Joyful you're within me, a complex bind. 
Guilt lingers, a promise never fulfilled, 
For my body craves more, an endless thrill. 


After moments of silence, serene and divine, 
She bit my neck, a force that entwined. 
A trickle of blood, licked with infinite glee, 
Now I bear the mark, the sign of the beast in me." 
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Sanity Bends 


Sunday, 26 November 2023 


In a realm where Eden's garden weaves a twisted tale, 
Tory led victims, faces torn by claws so frail. 
Marble floors stained red, a macabre waltz unfolds, 
Epidermis peeled, flesh licked, dark stories retold. 


In the midst of fresh flesh, chasing an infinite high, 
Pleasure bursts forth, orgasmic echoes in the sky. 
Eyes exploding with delight, transgender rain descends, 
Upon the youthful corpses, as sanity bends. 


Limbs amputated, reason shattered like glass, 
Transported to a dark world, where locks amass. 
Hunger transcends rationale, bites of lifeless grace, 
Savage chest blows, hearts taken in the chase. 


On his back, wings devoured by a twisted lord, 

/ Reminder of perpetual madness, a self-made chord. 

Inconsistent hunger, flooding the old art deco, 
Of Mexico City's historic center in an eerie glow. 


Bones gnawed with dried blood, scattered heads and 
guts, 
Void of thoughts, as voices in his ears strut. 
Compelled to mutilate, to feed Moloch Baal's desire, 
Blood paradise for gods, insanity's blazing fire. 
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Angels dine on mortals, demons broken in play, 
Inside the chaotic temple, Cronos realm gives way. 
Self-inflicted torment, centuries of stigma unfold, 
A rebirth of the cannibal, a tale of madness retold. 
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I merely watch, 
savoring the macabre show, 
Human flesh holds no allure, 

a truth I know. 

In the chaos, 
I find joy in the company bestowed, 
Madness in the front row, 
a surreal episode. 


am 


t* 


in. Ate a are eX 


aw 


- —— a : 
Veer a 


— 3% Ay a ae - sz oF 


Torr ry) 


— 


. ae « 


a 


» 


al _. be le” ole le” 8 “~ a4 YY = _ lin a _ 


Language OF Forebears 


Sunday, 26 November 2023 


In the echoes of ancestral whispers, 
Conquest's shadow on our roots, 
Like manure to a family tree, 

Or a family tree to innocence. 


Not the grain, but the bread we consume, 
Innocence, a question echoing, 

Sense found only in questioning, 

Perhaps in Yoruba, the language of forebears. 


A tongue that wove homes and memories, 
Black scholars learn Yoruba's dance, 
Rebuilding ruins of a distant past, 

A standard script by Samuel Crowther, 
Crafted to expand the sacred Bible. 


To Queen Victoria, it sang melodious tales, 


Yet, building ruins with the enemy's blueprints, 


Words for home and memory entwined, 
The same for those who sold kin, 


A dual path - one for return, one for the journey. 


In Yoruba, they sound like the sea's heritage, 


Democratizing sugar came before Western democracy, 


From the queen's tea to ancestral mornings, 
Sipping wine-bread before sowing seeds, 
Ancestors, unaware of sugar's lowly price. 
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Produced by those not deemed poor, 
Unaware that they fueled the demand, 
Ensuring slavery's dark continuity. 


Today, Caribbean blacks grapple, 
With sedentary lives and diabetes' grip, 
Shared afflictions with my forebears. 


A peculiar collision of paths, 

A meeting unforeseen, some things going right, 
Advertisements for black eyes filmed in the US., 
Phones connecting, now cheaper than before. 


Coltan wars cost Congo five million lives, 
Yet, cellphone purchase remains optional, 
My grandmother echoes wisdom, 

Stressing the essence of stretching dough. 
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" Not me, it's the sun, 
My flesh, the color of flesh, 
Until the sun arrives, 
My flesh, for your flesh, 
I cannot force possession, 

Yet, I'll patiently await your desire. 


It's not me until you gaze, 
Starving eyes fixated, 
Waiting in shadows, 

For my flesh to become my own, 
Not the sun's bounty. 


Your flesh never deceives, 
Beauty endures, 

Forbidding me to cease waiting, 

In New Curlandia, where time whispers, 

In my tongue, you only know the hours, 
The minute hand's brief elation. 


The importance lies in proximity, 
In the moment captured by the lens, 
; Regional dances, unfamiliar faces, 
Perhaps later, 
Propelled by the » 
And shared . 
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we'll intertwine, 
scent of seaweed, 
silence. 
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This plaque honors intrepid Letts, 
Trading mirrors for turtle shells, 
Against the Dutch, they won or lost, 
Yet, they ceased to exist, 
Tomorrow, a workday beckons, 
Shall we exchange messages? 
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Legacy, they conquered not the land they tilled, 
Ancestors filled the Marquis's granary, 
Sold grains to ships, bought churchyard rest, 
If a child starved, the next bore the same name, 
My mother carries her dead sister's name. 
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In the land of wheat, they sowed not conquest, 
But the soil they cultivated, 
Ancestral names etched on the Marquis's ledger, 
Inheritance of a complicated past, 
A tale woven in the threads of time. 
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Story Unfolds 


Sunday, 26 November 2023 


In the echoes of routine, Tory's memory lingers, 

Lost in contemplation, I ponder, fingers on the trigger. 
Why did he choose the path of cannibalism's delight? 
Dreams of devouring a beautiful trans soul, surreal and 
bright. 


Awakening to the dawn, a fleeting erection in my grasp, 
A ritualistic hunger, a dream too wild to clasp. 

In the wilderness of his gaze, savagery takes hold, 
Lashed by the waves of his lashes, a story unfolds. 


Pretending all is well, in the shadow of his stare, 
Condemned to thoughts of holding him, a burden hard 
to bear. 

Intimidated, brutalized by kisses tainted with another's 
taste, 

Inhibited, adorned, cornered in the fine imperfections 
embraced. 


Enslaved by fantasies, hair entwined in my grip, 
Buried in silicone breasts, a surreal mother's teat to sip. 
Free and surrendered to the madness that ensues, 
Collapsed beneath his balletic legs, hungered and 
confused. 


Craving his touch, my skin between his teeth, 
Pale, frightened, yet excited underneath. 

Minute by minute, the cannibal within me grows, 
Aroused by the scent that his presence bestows. 
of the past's command. 
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When he's aroused, 
desire in every sigh,| & : 
Trembling knees} wg 

that no longer want to comply. 
Saliva and moans 

will paint his face, 

In the seconds of slumber, 

a dreamy embrace. 


As I drown 

in dreams of cannibal delight, 

I ponder,| &* 

does he think! #% 

y of me in the endless night?) S¢ 
Upon waking, 

a room scented}! #, 

- : } with mentholated marks, = 
} . His ash-laden bed, } &% 
where once we embarked. | 8 


In the aftermath of passion, 

i a lingering question prevails, 

; In death, } 2 

} does he still ponder my tales? | &% 
For as I sleep, 

lost in cannibal ) \¥ 

dreams so grand, ' 
His scent fills the room, 
a trace of the past's command. 
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Don't look for aesthetic 
elements in the narrative in this 
tert. Look for the richness of its 
content, the courage of the 
denunciation made by the people 
who bave told me about 
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addictions, their implications - 


and consequences. For more than 
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that over time became several 


_ stories where everyone goes,in 
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search of happiness through the E 


Altered States of Consciousness, 


protagonists do not know this 
concept. To reach happiness we 
will bear bow each one of them 
will break rules, conventions, 
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norms, codes, even their limits to 
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